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e | Plain as Day. I'THE FUDGE IDIOTORIAL

Lo :“ﬁ

The Eaiedadionn ~
¥-¢) - 1 3 = - : S !
¢he : -*”?‘!'iﬁ By Maurice Ketten [P 7 '
Fublished by the Press Publishing Company, No. & m‘m P.\rk\nolw‘.(:':: Tork. | A young lady in Hempstead asks us how i
» ! s»i-OfMe N T s Second-Class Mall Ma . | A :
Entered at the Post-Offce at New York as Second-Class HO“’ to frame up a love letter. We would like to U
VOLUME 4B iiveriessnsssssssossoss savove ssssnsveorsa NOs 16,838, ~ to Write oblige this young lady. but we are so occu- ‘-
g ol andi SO0 RaAMMAESIREESS et sl po You ! . " |
EW S | Lk ToRE pled selling our book of ONE MILLION BEST
! v ot ANOINTED :
NO MORE STILT ROADS. | & toatrs ? Love IDIOTORIALS that we can hardly do this
- s playr wridoe-10 D1ect - . S
I'he elevated bridge-loop project ~ Letters. important question justice, We are kspt so
is again rearing its f‘::‘.ld: » ;‘ $ S , busy making e¢hange. ,
ACCi rJ{ﬂg i z!}:‘ agitaung: con-| &» s But we will say to our fair friend that
mittea behind it, in which ex-Bor- i ; LOVE MUST come from the heart. Some people treat 1ove as if i
ough President Littleton is prom- ' it came from the FEET.
: 1 ~Or e ! TR 3
inent, either the city must consent| AT The tone of a love letter should be modulated according to
to an elevated connecting line be- 3 > your anticipations. If you expect to be sued for breach of
tween the East River bridge ter-| V) : promise you should show MAIDENLY RESERVE. but if you ex-
minals or go without. | N 4‘“,- A pect to LAND him make it clear that you will DIE if he does not
The “fatal defect” of an under-| | [F2= (LL @ call on Sunday evening.
¥ = . [25e) i J f I [
oround connection, they assert, IS ‘c.z'!’ A = &ﬁ‘\ ( PCT.SOﬂ(lll)' we have dl\\'a}'S used a tvpewriter in indl[ing 0”,"
that the cars of the Brooklyn Rapid | : l‘.i love messages. It Is hard to identify typewriting if It becomes a
Transit are too lightly built for| ". : ‘case of “Lovers once but strangers now." (..
LV j subway traffic, while steel cars| ‘ ‘.‘ As a gencral suggestlon we would advise against courting /-
MARTIY W JITIARDY would endanger the road's elevated I, ’. In the open in Hempstead. The mosquitoes are very bad there in 1
structure. Thus to benefit the Brooklyn company the cit:\' is asked to i ii ‘the spring. -
teturn to the noisy, ugly and obstructive transit methods of a quarter of ( . et ‘
e i’ . an ‘ Wa \
a century ago. It is asked to condemn miles of populous streets 1o the gy -~‘|
conditions of darkness and desolation in Allen street. | ; ' HOT GROUNDERS BY BARNES
The project is preposterous. The lesson of the Subway has been 1
fearned once for all. Let the Brooklyn road replace its antiquated rolling | :\ A Water-Wagon Sermon.
stock with new and prop up its infirm roadway. An under;mguzd loop { NCE there was a mighty batte:
line is perfectly feasible, and the flimsy equipment of an operating com- IR O \\vn‘u had chronfo v'n‘,ow-vr;:\);
g p . And o iay he fac aher
pany the least of the arguments against it. o i { I R P it e et
Nor is any countenance o be given the Central's original plan of a I] (B Quiokivil IHenlUtha Eratiy twirler
4 L AP = 2 . ¢ Bk St o CB | | Right there in the sight of all,
four-track gluat;d {(n.x\i _nl«,m:z the river rr(?xat between Seventy-second I Harea isith patenty) switt s resliton,
street and Spuyten Duyvil. To make the Eleventh avenue death tracks ' [ | Toward the plate, one curving -
safe was one thing. To disfigure a beautiful park district in doing so —= 0
and to give the road a new double-track franchise as a bonus is quite an- (Ewers = sl ta natia! this battee.
other muatter. For the folks at home might talk,
’ p < nf b ' 5 ylace { < has Witich would aurely start old Trouble :
I'he present Pr.(\pu;.ll to roof xh.c.tma\_s over with glass and steel has PEOPLE B o pr Loan Aty .
much to commend it. On a proposition of that nature a request for addi- To resunie. his heart beat faster—
tional track room could be reasonably entertained. ' =8 1 e atah :!;0nddl;w calls— ¢
"hen he stare n dull amazement v
| At whnt surely were
A STEP BACKWARD. (e)fe) ;
What bias decided the Aldermen to refuse to name the new \WVill- | O !
jamsburg park after Senator Pat McCarren? l Al allke they floated at him, ,"\. .
Was it jealousy? \Was it failure to see the figure of the Brooklyn | As the birds in epringtime fit. o
) ) o b A = i ks Hully ge ho mutterad hoarsel) r
statesman in the true perspective? Here was a chance to relieve the dull “Which on' sh'll I try to hit? gt
monotony of park nomenclature with a name to which the interest of per- ST o ch WS DL poe: 8
) : iing! he smote !t in the face!
sonality attached—to put a McCarren Park amid a waste of Sunses, | But his bat, with cruel no':.':,,
Prospects, Highlands, Forests’ Crotonas, Riversides, &c.  Instead the g LR SRR SCR RO
public gets a characterless Greenpoint park.  The act of the Board also
awakens fears for the fate of the McLaughlin Park project in the Fifth| There's n moral In this story—
Ward. Will the memory of this other favorite son of Brooklyn be treated | You can read it down bel
with ‘-‘ilﬂnﬂ' C'"H'\UIHCX:'.‘ N ll(.la best to eave 6o moral
I'he effect of the J-cci\’inn‘ will be felt adversely in Manhattan, also. t 'rh?:"\.:-i'm‘:!l-‘.1':‘.0*:1?:;:;‘: ;‘:t"*f
where the prccc.icm of a M;\ arren Park might have prepared the way | ked ‘em wrong—each try a miss—
f(;l' l] Ml;rl‘h_\ }"ill'ﬁ’-\it]lj-.'l( \].ml W _‘~CL; }‘]Ilri’,.'l. or a Croker square. The | And his team was sadly beaten
City has been niggardly in the bestowal of such memorial honors on its ! By cloven runa (toithis.
s <oa g : $ kS DL R
illistrious citizens.  The Brooklyn plan furnished an opportunity for cor- | —Aelle 000000000

recting past mistakes which the Aldermen have inconsiderately rejected. |
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b HIETMEL of evihe Dunliie

Author of “THE TRUTH ABOUT TOLNA." BE MAvanHn land of Licndthatv, e B his own hand: Lis way is to make some one els jucnt votees and footsteps sounded in the
the governor and his preposterous ‘_;"{x":-:;m‘n - for him. So he gets M. Etienne into th' | street l""-‘“’_“‘" cur gate. The men in H}“ court un-

They led us into the Rue de I'Eveque, shere Bastille, That's the first step. I suppose he think MYFRUILOIWEIe athiets L0, talking among
Was walting the same hlack coach that had stood Mavenne will attend to the second.” h 1”“"1“"* without thuch raillery or langhter; [
before the Ole 4'0Or, the same Louis on the box “Mayvenne dares not take the boy's life,” Vi | inew "'h"\' discusaed " unhipps plight of the
Its lamps were lighted; by their glimmer OUr cap inswered. “He could have killed him an he chose | selr ol St Qu ‘“‘rHl I'he chimes had rang 30{‘30
en h make Mar tOrs for the first time saw us fairly. , In the streets. and nobody the wiser. But now that | Uime ago the half hour atfer nine, and 1 was Adg-
th love Lnrrance “Why, captain,” crfed the man at M. Etienne's monsieur's taken publicly to the Bastille, Mayeune | €Unx to be off, bur hufted as I was with him [
’ 7' | elbow, “this s not Comte de Mar! The Comte de by foul play or by law-— cculd not lower myself to go ask Vieo's leave to

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS
enne de Mar

IrOUX s page to
il =t

5 | dares not kill him ther

\ A1 o few- | Mar is fair-haired; I've seen him scores of times " .|| the Duke of St. Quentin's son. No: all Mayenne 3!.?11 He might come after me when he wanted
15 %Y phteeats S en . Bl el "The Comte de Mar answers to the name of | can do is to confine him at his good Dll“’w'-l_!"‘. ""“-‘ O 1=, 1 ]

tha Inves hitt w4 t Etienne, and so does this fellow,” the captain an- 1! Whence presently we will pluck him out at King "Ielix! Felix Marcel shotted down the cor-
e e Y i s ehim | SWered. He took the candle from one of the lamps Henry's good pleasure.'’ ridor. I sprang up: then, rv-m-l-ml‘f-nn;: my dig-
TRineY | Thee then nt ! to depart | and hHeld it in M. Etienne's face.’ Then he put out | And meantime is he to rot behind bars?" nity, moved no further, but bade him come in {o
: ‘ | |  “Uniess monsieur can get him out. But then,” [ M€

Vigo went on, "a month or two in a cell won’t be “Where are you mooning in the dark?” he dee
a bad thing rfor lam neither, His nead will have | manded, stumbling over the threshold. “Obh, thers
| a chunee to cool. After a dose of Mayenne's purge | You are. Dame! you'd cor - downstairs mighty
he may recover of his fever for Mayenne's ward,” | quick If you knew what wa'® here for you?"
“Monsieur! You will send to monsleur?” i “What 2" I eried, divided hetween the wild hope
| ‘Of course. You will go. And Gilles with you | that it was monsicur and the wilder one that it
| to keep you out of mischief.” was M, Etienne,
[ “When? Now?" d “Don’'t you wish I'd tell you? Well, you're a
[ exow," eald Vigo. “You will go clothe yourself | €0od boy dnd I will, [It's tho prettiest lass I'va
'in breeches first, else are you not lkely to arrive | S°en in a month of Sundays—you in your petti-
anywhere but at the madhouse, And then eat your | ¢0als don’t come near her,”
supper, It's a long road to St. Denis.” or me?" 1 stuttered,

- & sudden hand and pulled the wig off
yright. 1000-1901, o Co. Al Righta Re. | 31 e X >
TS s T:'ﬁ A | ‘Good for you, captain!' cried the men. We

were deed unfortunate to encounter an officer

CHAPTER XXVI. | Sith Brotog

.4 . s Spider’ ] “We'll take your gag off too. M. le Comte, in the
Within 1h¢_ pider’s Web, COAGHI tha o8 ptall Catdl Hive.

o an

nt ) Wil you bring the lass along, captain

WONDER whom he's got there now,"” Plorie Not exactly,” the leader laughed "A flue

“I muttered to himself in French, staring in would he conld u felon have his bonnibel
puzzled wise at the door Then he an- e, No, 'l leave the mald; bur she needn't
swered AL Etienpe with a laugh ¥ tie alarm yet. Do you stay awhite with her
“No, my innocent; I do not let him in. It might | L'Estrange: you'll not mind the job. Keep her a
cost me my neck to open that door. Come along ' quarter of an hour, and then let her go her ways,”

now. I must see you out and get back to my; They bi ledd my lord into the coach, box and I ran at once, throroh a fusillade of jeers from | ":\{'c'; she asked for M. le Due, and when ho
trenchers.” ‘all, the captain and two mwen with nim, The fourth soldiers, grooms and Sousemen, across the court, | Wasn't ‘h'"r"- {""' you. I suppose it's some friend
We met not a soul on the stuirs, every cone,  clambered up beside Louls as he eracked his whip through the hall and up the stairs to Marcel's of M. Ftienne's,”
gerved or servants, being fn the supper room. We  and rattled smartly dgwn the street, chamber. Never was | gladder of anything in my| I supposed so, Indeed; I supposed it was tha
pagsed the sentry without question, and rouud My gnardian stole a coving arm around my waist ! ; : . \ : ; |life than to doff those swaddling petticoats. Two Lowner of my borrowed plumage come to claim her
the corner without hindrance, M. Etienne stopped 'and jutrched me down the quiet lane between the it s '\ 2 5 A . " LAl minutes and I was a man again. [ found it in my | OWnD, angry pertiaps because I had not returned it
to heave a sigh of thanksgiving )y garden wall He was elutching my right wrist, ; - heart to pity the poor things who must wear the ! tu» her. 1 wondered whether she would seratch my
“I thought we were done for that time!" he 1L my lefi hand was free. and I fumbled at my trappings thelr lives long ir;ws out h'r-r;n:w I had lost thc.- cap—whether [
panted. “Mordien! another scored off Latcas! Come, | zag, In the middle of the deserted liane he halted, But for all my joy in my freedom I choked over ""“M, find ‘ll irl \\vn'( to look with a Nght. None
let us mika good time home!  “T'were wise to b Now, my beauty, If you'll be good 1'l] take that my supper and pushed it away half tasted, in mis- | 100 eagerly I doscended to her. :
Inside our gutes when he 2 out of that closet ™ | stopprer off it if you make a scream, by heaven, ery over M. Etienne. Vigo might =ay comfortably | She was standing against the wall In the arch-
We made good time, ever listening for the hare {1U'll tie your last!® that Mayenne dared pot kill him, but I thought|Wa¥. Two or three of the guardsmen were atoat
after us. But we heard it not. We came unmo- I shook my head and squeezed his hand {mplor there were few things that gentleman dared not Ber, one with a flambgau, by which they were all
lested up the street at the back of the Hotel St ' ingly, while he, holding me tight {n one sinewy do. Then there wias Lucas to be reckoned “ml.}nur\'o'ylng her. She wbre the colf and blouee, the
Quentin, on our way to the postern. Monsieur . arm, plucked laft-handedly at the knot. [ waited IHe had caught his fly in the web; he was not like- | black bodice and ghort striped skirt of the country
took the key out of his doublet, saying as wa meaek as Grigelda, till the gag was off, and then I Iy to let him go long undevourad. At best, if M, | peasant girl, and, like a country girl, she showedl
walked around the comer towe: let him have It Volleying curses, T bammered Etlenne's life were safe vet was he helpless, while | & fice flushed and downcast under the soldiers’
“Well, it appears we are safe at hame.” him square in the eye to-morrow our mademoiselle was to marry. Vigo Dold scrutiny.  She looked up at me as at a pres-
“Yesg, M. Btienne " : It was a mad course, 'fnr he was armed. T not seomed to think that a blessing, but I was nigh SWN& mllgc;]. It w;’m .\Illo.) ide .\kmhm'!l
IBven as I uttercd the wonds three men from the mt instead of stabbing he dropped me like a hot . . ~ . I daghed past tho torchbearer, nearly upsettinzg
shadow of the wall sprang out and seized n coal, g blankesticonstarnation: 8 ookl l”'f" Ly St F‘hf' enasray ot ll‘;:'ht b lu my haste, and snatched her hand ' i
“This is he!™ one orie M. Je Comte da M “r It's a hoy!" WA AL :\)m N ] l,“,'l‘ "” '\l;m;;:, Lue 'm: ‘l hat was | \ademofselle! Come Into the house!'
I have the pleasure of taking you to the Bastille” A hen he recollected himself, I "fi“‘“”“"“ 8l ‘-,‘),(n SoncFASRI B LAILG out of}  She clutched me with fingers as cold as marble,
e e | waa lane, prison, it ever he did—I could scarce bring mysalt | wp 0, trembled on mine.
to belleve it—he would find his dear vanished over =y« ooy da St. Quentin?"

] v 3 .,.,. ,. e an > . .y o !
CHAPTER XXVII. I am a good runner, and then any one can run | He knew me perfectly in my sllly toggery. N i'h" rocky Pyrenees. “At St. Denls.

R N e N, I

well when he runs for his life. Despite the wretched | ¢ Vig rould t even let me start when 1
The Countersign. kirtle tying up my legs I gained on him,and when ' of the house by the tower. They have taken him | house, our garroting before we could cry on the| Vigo ‘.‘_;’"“ nfi _\:1‘1' ;nw ‘.rf w ﬁ? ‘w:n.a! “You must take me there to-night.”
' {1 hid reached the corner of our house he dropped | off {n a coach to the Bastilla [ guards to save us. Vigo sald nothing for some | ""“’". Aeee “.'. e ;fl h O.'m.d = > 5“-"9: “I was golng." I stammered, bewildered; *‘but
NSTANTLY tw 1 came running from ' the pursuit and made off in the darkness. I ran| “Who have? time; at length he dellvered himself: ‘"‘"'" we must wait till ten of the clock, at “I‘{"'_h | you, mademoiselle’——
I the postern Y r pon us Hke o]l tilt round to the great zate, bellowing for the | “The governor's guard, You'll sadd! nd pur [ “Maonsiem wouldn't. have a patrol about the | hmlr,“w St, P«:'th gate .\H’)lllld 'he in tl!o’ han &' ”f‘ “You knew of M. de Mar's arrest?" 1
an avalanche, One plnned my ile an-lgeniry to open. He came at once, with a dripping | sue? You'll rescue him?” house,  He wouldn't publish to the mob that he n rm"allr? Brissac, who would pass us with a wink “Aye.” : 3
other gagged me. Two held M third toreh, to burst into roars of laughter at the sight! “How long azo?" fearsdd anv Janger whatever., Of course no one at the word ‘St' Q"f\"""‘, ) “What coll is this, IPelix?" demanded Vigo. coms
Cetopping his mouth of me. My wig was somewhere in the lane behind . “About ten minutes. The coach was standing foresaw this. However, the arrest is the best thing | 1 was 50 wroth with \1;9 that I would I"" ’"‘_) Ing up. He took the torch from his man ant halq
“Prettily done,” quoth the ls 1! me; Gie knew me perfectly in my silly toggery. He | In the Rue de I'Eveaue. Mhey left a man guard-  could huve happened.' | with him, but went upstairs into M. Etienne's | it {n mademolselle's face, whereupon an amazing
Morblen! 1 wasn't anxious te ! against the wall pless with laughing, | ing me, but I broke away.” “Vigo!" 1 gasped in horror. Was Vigo turned | llent chamber "‘“f‘,“"':‘flmy”‘_f “"“’“l“" the win-|ohange came over his own. He loweres the light,
disputing my rights.” honting feehly to ] : to come share tha| "It can't be done,” Vigo sald. “They'll be oat traltor? The solid earth reeled beneath my feet, (40w bench his head might never touch agaln, and ' ghialging it with his hand, as it it were an impar-
M. Btienne's wrists were neatly trussed by this jest. I, voun may suw nothing funny| of Lthe quarter by LOW If I could eatch them at “He'd neyver rest till he got himself killed,” \'ll-‘.ﬂ,“""““'r“‘l how he was faring In prison. I wished | tinent eye,
time it a word from 1t leader o it (| kicked und shook the g les in all it would be cloge by th Pastille No zood in o went on “Monsieur’'s hot enough, hut M. Et{- I were there with him, T cared not much what | “You are Vigo,"” she gald at once.
turned us about and marched 1ip the lane by ey mpatie He did apen to 1 that; no use fighting four What the enne's mad to Llind. If they hadn't cavght him | the place was o long as we were together, Thad | wyeg: ang I know not what noble lady mademol-
Mirabeau's garden where Bernet 0 rUsty : 11 h clamoring for Viga. He { L devil are 1) rest him for, Felix? 1 under- to-night he'd heen in some worse pickle to-mor-; gone down the mouth of hell smlling so be it l'(-wll(- can be, save—wlill it please her to come into
on the stones. We offered no registance tever: | n the conurt by this, as also nalf a dozen ! stand M; 1h Wunts blood, but what has the row: while, as it I8, ha's safe from swords at|Wwent at his heels. '“”Y““I‘ If T had #truggled the houge?"
e should only have been prodded with \ 1 f 1 rnard, who & irrounded me with shouts of | city guard to do with it?2" lonst."” {barder with my captors, shown my sex earller, He led the way with his torch, not suffering
- e i wde ot despite the thi | Pt e et N Hitle headine relnd | e P LT The ,, . ot aniwall'l 'they had taken me too. Heartlly I wished they
point for our pain 1 les] 1 ek 1 \ wkery; but I, lttle heeding, cried to | It's Lu « game,” I sald. Then T remembered Itut they ean murder as well in the Bastille as  they himself to look at her again. He had his foot on
Fening twilight the familiay uniform of the burgh- ' the cquerry that we had not confided to him the tale of the  elsewhere!" I eried. had; I trow T am the only wight ever did wish | the stalrcase when she called to him, as If she had
er puard, M. de in having bagged the wrong Vigo, M. la Comte {s arrested!  He's in the|first arrest. I went on to tell of the adventurs of . Vigo shook his head. himself behind bars. And promptly I repented poen aecustomed to addressing him all her life:
bird once had now canght the right one Bastiilet™ the Trois Lanternes. and, reflecting that he might “No:; had they meant murder they'd have set- ' me, for if Vigo had proved but a “‘“’k?“ reed the o “Vigo, this will do. I will speak to you here,”
The captain bade one of the fellows go eall the | Vigo prasped my arm and lfted rather than led | bhetter know just how the land lay with us, T mads t1od him here in the allov. Since they lugged him ' was monsieur. Monsleur was not ilkely to sit (To Be Continued.)
Vothers olf: 1 could gne e jol ul i at the guard-room door mine it in the |a clean breast of evervthine —the fieht before off unhurt they don't mean it. I know not what smug and declare prison the best place for his
Hohe thoronehly, every ay v to the house A farebs gk Ferou's house, the rescue, the roncontre in the the devil they are up to, but it isn’t that." 5”!][-) ; twilight faded altogether and the dark " - ;_—_"‘_I:_“K thenl Ceold >
puivded. 1 oge €4 my teith o i thut Now, Falix. " tunnel, to-day's excursion and all that Lefell in “1t was Lucas's game In the first place,” I re- 1e slow tw i HThe asquerader, y Atherine Cec )
I g not sy ted t Fhe truth wa M. Etienne!” I gagped M. Ltienne is arrest- | the comnell-room. T wound un with 1 sceond full | peated.  “He's too prudent to come out in the|came. The city was very still. Once In & while a ?::':-‘;;:‘,’ rg:'l:'.n.'; ‘:," ;?;:..‘:::-‘:"‘J:r .v,!llllo’lull; .
fLboth of us had our heads dbof mademolselle,  ed! They were lying in walt for him at the back 'account of our capture under the very walls of the open and fight M. Etienne. He never strikes with [shout or a sound of bell was borne over the roofs, qne Evening World, .
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